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" What are they up to now ? " said Michael.
" Nothing for the moment; but it's brewing. One sees
in Lockit the futility'of will-power. He's not going to have
what it's entirely out of his power to prevent. He'd like
to break Labour and make it work like a nigger from sheer
necessity. Before that we shall be having civil war.
Some of the Labour people, of coarse, are just as bad—
they want to break everybody. It's a bee nuisance. If
we're all to be plunged into industrial struggles again,
how are we to get on with Foggartism ? "
" I've been thinking about the Country," said Michael.
" Aren't we beating the air, Blythe ? Is it any good telling
a man who's lost a lung, that what he wants is a new
one ? "
Mr. Blythe puffed out one cheek.
" Yes," he said, " the Country had a hundred very
settled years—Waterloo to the War—to get into its present
state ; it's got its line of life so fixed and its habits so
settled that nobody—neither editors, politicians nor
business men—can think except in terms of its bloated
town industrialism. The Country's got beyond the point of
balance in that hundred settled years, and it'll want fifty ,
settled years to get back to that point again. The real
trouble is that we're not going to get fifty settled years.
Some bee thing or other—war with Turkey or Russia,
trouble in India, civil ructions, to say nothing of another
general flare-up—may knock the bottom out of any settled
plans at any time. We've struck a disturbed patch of
history, and we know it in our bones, and live from hand to
mouth, according."
" Well, then ! " said Michael, glumly, thinking of what
the Minister had said to him at Lippinghall.
Mr. Blythe puffed out the other cheek.
" No backsliding, young man I    In Foggartism we have

